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named Subhadra once ate a few grains of food offered to
the Lord, thrown away and defiled on the road, and at
once developed from this contact with Him a true devo-
tion which led him in the next birth to become the great
saint Markandeya. This story is like that of Narada's
own experience in youth as the child of a maid-servant
Brahma then warns Narada that life is uncertain, death
is sure at the time God has fixed for it, and life must
not be wasted by passing it without devotion.

Narada then goes off towards Mount Kailasa, the
great Home of Sankara. On the way he goes through
the lovely woods of the Himalayan foothills, and comes
to a peaceful Ashram* Here he finds a Rishi lost in
joyful contemplation of the Lord Hari, Lomasha Munil
by name. He gives Narada a loving welcome as his
guest; each begins to praise the other as a true Vaish-
nava whose very dust purifies the world. Then Lomasha
also urges Narada to hurry on his way to meet Siva, or
Sankara, who was also his own Guru and had taught
him devotion to Vishnu.

Narada goes on his way; near the Pushpabhadra
River he next meets Markandeya in deep meditation.
He crosses the Himalaya and on the Mandakini River
he enters the lovely Parvati Forest; through this he
finds running a good road leading straight to Sankara's
jewel-Ashram, where at last he arrives. It lies in the
centre of seven concentric walls, each with a gateway
adorned with pictures of various lilds of Sri Krishna
and guarded by a fearsome warden. The guardian of
1 who escorted the Panda vas to the Himalayas*